CHAPTER   TEN
Murder
I AM anxious to return, as soon as possible, to the
pretty side of things, but it is impossible to do so
without breaking rather violently the slender chrono-
logical thread which binds these glittering pages to-
gether. We are still in the month of November, and
it was then that I first gazed upon the face of the
murderer Remus. Nor can I continue until that face
has been exorcised from my mind.
It is a pity, for it was a marvellous autumn, and it
would be pleasant to linger for a little in the woods,
while the wind sweeps around us with a riot of
scarlet leaves and the whole sky is crazy with falling
gold. Three autumns have I spent in America,
during the last ten years, and each one has seemed
more lovely than the last.
In the American fall there is nothing of the slow,
sad transition from green to brown which comes with
such mournful dignity to the autumn fields of
England. There are none of those mists which hide,
as though in mercy, the sable shabbiness of elms
which were once so richly dad, nor those gentle rains
which patter sorrowfully over deserted thickets, nor
the cry of a homing bird, ever more distant and more
distant, until it is gone, over the hill for ever.
No, - in America - Nature gives a party, as befits
a younger country. *If it is the end/ say the trees,
clet us celebrate it, for to-morrow we die.' And so,
over-night, the whole of the Northern Continent is
transformed. The maples become torches of flaming
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